
The ^Tragedy of Othello 

Enter Iago. 

Caf Welcome/^, we muft to the watch. 
lag. Not this houre Leiutenant, ris not yet ten aciocki ourGe. 
nerall caft vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemona , who le t vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with her | 
and {he is (port for loue. 

Caf. She is a moft exquifirc Lady. 
lag. And I le warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeed (he is a moft frefh and delicate creature, 
fag What an eye {he has f 
Me thinkes it founds a pat ly of prouocation. 

Caf. An inuiting eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft. 
lag. And when {he fpeakes,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. She is indeed perfection. 

lag. Well, happineffe to their {heetes come Leiutenant, { 

haue a ftope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blackc 

Othello. 

Caf. Not tonight, good Iago\ I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking ; I could well wifti courtdie would inuent fome 
other cuftome of entertainemenr. 

lag . Othey are our friends, — but one cup: Jlcdrinkeforyou. 
Caf I ha diunke but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innouation it makes here: I am vnfor- 
tunate in the infirmity, and dare not taskemy weakeneffe with any 
more. 

lag . What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallants defire it. 
Caf. Where are they? 

lag. Here at the dore, T pray you call them in. 

Caf. Iledo’tjbut itdiflikes me. Exit, 

lag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon him, 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee’l be as full of quarrell and offence, 

As my young millris dog: — Noy mw ficke foole Redengt, 

( Whom loue has turn'd almoft the wrong fide outward.) 

To Defdemona, hath to night carouft 
Potations pottle deepe,and het’s to watch : 

Three Lads of Cjp riiS > noble fwelling (pints, 

(fhat 
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{That hold their honour,in a wary diftancc. 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle,) 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : now raongft this flock of drunkards, 

I am to put our fafsio in fome a&ion, . n 

That may ofifend the ifle > Enter Montamo,CafiIo, 

But here they come s and others. 

If cenfequencedoe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate failes freely, both with wind and ftreamc. 

Caf Fore God they haue giuen me a route already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one, not paft a pint, 

As I am a Soldier. 
lag. Some-wine hoe t 

And let me the Cannikin clinks, clinke, 

And let me the Cannikin clinke, clinke : 

A Souldier’s a man, a life’s hut a fpan, 

Why then let a Souldier drtnke. — Some wine boyes. 

Caf Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I learn’d it in England , where indeed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane, and your fwag-bellicd Ho dam* 
der t (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Engltjh. 

Caf Is your Engltjh man fo exauifite in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facillity,y our Dane dead drunke : 
he fweates not to overthrow your Altnatne, he giues your hodauder 
a vomit,ere the next pottle can be fild. 

Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

Mon. I am for it Leiutenant,and I will doc you iuftice. 
lag. O fwtfct England, — 

King Stephen Was and a Worthy Peere , 

His breeches cofi him bnt a croWne, 

He held ’em fixpence all to deere , 

With that he cald the T ay lor lowne. 

He Was a Wight of high renoWne, 
esi nd thou art but of low degree , 

T is pride that puls the Countrey doWne, 

T hen take thine auldcloke about thee . — Some wine ho. 

Caf. Why,thisisamoreexquifitcfongthentheother.r 
fag. Will you heat’eagen? 


'Caf. 
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